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INTRODUCTION 

BY  CLARA  FITCH 

CHAIRMAN  OF  THE  RELIGIOUS  DRAMA  COMMITTEE 
OF   THE   DRAMA  LEAGUE   OF   AMERICA 

Can  religious  drama  be  a  means  of  bringing  religion  and  high 
idealism  into  world  affairs  at  the  present  time  of  unrest?  The 
Drama  League  of  America  asked  this  question  at  the  close  of  the 
World  War  when  great  interest  was  evidenced  in  spiritual  things, 
realizing  the  power  of  the  dramatic  instinct,  the  appeal  of  biblical 
truths  and  the  wealth  of  dramatic  material  contained  in  the  Bible. 

A  religious  drama  committee  was  called  by  the  league  to  discuss 
the  subject  in  the  broadest  use  of  the  term,  the  aim  being  to  use 
drama  in  teaching  Bible  truths  and  plays  dealing  with  ethical 
material.  Investigation  revealed  the  lack  of  good  religious  plays. 
To  arouse  interest  in  the  subject  and  to  secure  suitable  material 
the  league  held  a  religious  drama  prize  competition.  The  result 
was  satisfactory — valuable  material  was  gained.  Selected  plays 
from  this  competition  are  to  appear  in  a  Drama  League  Series, 
'The  Sin  of  Ahab,"  the  title  of  this  volume  being  one  of  the 
series.  Churches  and  church  boards  adopted  the  league's  idea  of 
utilizing  drama  in  church  work — or  reviving  drama  which  had  its 
origin  in  the  church — as  the  plan  afforded  wonderful  opportunity 
to  use  the  young  life  of  the  church. 

"The  Sin  of  Ahab"  is  a  biblical  drama  in  one  act.  The  char- 
acters who  take  speaking  parts  are  Ahab  king  of  Israel,  Jezebel 
his  wife,  Jonas  a  boy  of  seventeen,  Obadiah  the  head  of  Ahab's 
household,  Naboth  a  native  of  Jezreel  and  Elijah  the  prophet. 
The  scene  is  laid  in  Samaria. 

The  play  throughout  has  biblical  authority  except  in  making 
Jonas  the  son  of  the  widow.  There  is  a  tradition  that  Jonas  was 
the  boy  who  was  raised  from  the  dead  by  Elijah.  The  final  scene 
with  Elijah  really  took  place  in  the  vineyard  itself,  but  for  pur- 
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poses  of  presentation  it  occurs  in  the  palace.  Few  light  touches 
relieve  the  seriousness  of  the  play,  but  the  lesson  is  well  brought 
out ;  it  will  be  valuable  in  teaching  the  story  of  Ahab  who  coveted 
Naboth's  vineyard  and  of  Jezebel  his  Queen,  whose  cruel  act 
brought  evil  upon  his  house.  Naboth's  love  of  home  and  land, 
"which  was  filled  with  memories  of  untold  sweetness  and  beyond 
the  price  of  gold,"  is  a  timely  reminder  in  this  period  of  frequent 
change  of  home.  Among  the  most  beautiful  lines  in  the  play  are 
those  of  Jonas  when  he  speaks  of  the  things  a  man  should  covet, 
"not  a  vineyard,  but  gifts  of  soul,  which  cannot  die  nor  change." 

While  Elijah  is  the  principal  character,  he  does  not  appear 
until  the  last  part  of  the  scene.  He  is  brought  before  the  audience 
by  the  other  characters;  he  permeates  the  play;  one  is  hardly 
conscious  that  he  is  not  present  in  the  flesh.  His  final  speech  is 
the  best  in  the  play,  ending  with,  "The  Lord  Jehovah  saith,  'Thou 
art  accursed ! '  " 

"The  Sin  of  Ahab"  can  be  used  by  those  interested  in  week-day 
religious  training,  as  an  adjunct  to  text  books.  This  movement 
started  two  years  ago,  is  steadily  growing  and  supplying  the  reli- 
gious instruction  which  the  public  school  curriculum  fails  to 
provide. 


FOREWORD 

The  author  has  given  definite  directions  for  stage  set  and  cos- 
tumes, but  when  it  is  impossible  to  secure  the  things  recommended 
the  church  auditorium  may  be  used  with  as  little  change  as  pos- 
sible. The  stage  set  may  be  dispensed  with  altogether  with  no 
serious  loss,  although  a  few  simple  properties  may  aid  in  creating 
dramatic  illusion.  The  important  thing  to  achieve  is  to  have  the 
actors  and  audience  so  interested  in  the  play  that  scenery  is  a 
secondary  matter.  Thus  the  play  becomes  a  deep  religious  service. 

Double  hinged  screens  and  curtains  may  be  used  for  background. 
Stenciling  in  gold,  silver  and  bronze  is  effective.  Strive  for  sim- 
plicity and  suggestiveness  in  stage  sets  and  costumes.  The  latter 
should  be  by  one  of  the  church  organizations.  Through  dramatic 
productions  every  church  activity  may  be  united. 
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CAST  OF  CHARACTERS 

AHAB,  King  of  Israel 

JEZEBEL,  his  wife 

JONAS,  a  boy  of  seventeen,  a  favorite  of  Ahab 

OBADIAH,  the  head  of  Ahab's  household 

NABOTH,  a  native  of  Jezreel 

ELIJAH,  the  prophet 

The  scene  is  laid  in  Samaria,  the  capital  of  Israel,  the  latter 
part  of  the  tenth  century  B.C. 
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The  scene  is  laid  in  the  private  audience  chamber  in  the  palace  of 
the  king.  The  back  wall  on  the  left  has  a  wide  door.  Be- 
neath the  folds  of  a  draped  heavy  curtain  is  seen  a  wide 
corridor  turning  to  the  left.  The  right  back  is  a  broad  open 
window  or  portico  the  top  of  which  is  supported  by  slender 
upright  pillars. 

There  is  an  entrance  at  right  closed  by  a  curtain.  Against  left 
wall  is  a  low  double  throne  raised  a  jew  steps  from  the  floor. 
Rich  drapery  covers  it  and  the  scepter  lies  on  the  seat  nearest 
to  the  front.  In  center  of  stage  is  a  long  stone  bench  set 
diagonally.  A  skin  of  fur  lies  across  this  and  at  one  end  is 
laid  the  king's  royal  cloak  of  scarlet.  A  sword  and  shield 
are  on  a  small  stone  table  against  the  back  between  the  door 
and  window.  Near  the  bench  on  a  cushion  sits  JONAS  at 
the  rise  of  the  curtain.  He  is  dressed  in  a  short  tunic  of  dull 
blue  trimmed  with  a  cord  of  silver.  He  is  playing  softly 
upon  a  small  harp. 

AHAB,  a  straight,  slim  figure,  in  a  white  robe  elaborately  embroid- 
ered with  gold,  stands  with  folded  arms  looking  out  over  the 
country.  A  small  crown  of  gold  encircles  his  brow.  He 
looks  out  and  down.  In  the  distance  can  be  seen  the  hills 
and  a  jew  housetops,  but  the  vineyard  of  NABOTH  lies  too 
close  to  the  audience  to  see  more  than  a  jew  trees  at  the  far- 
thest part  of  it.  For  a  moment  after  the  curtain  rises  he 
stands  thus,  the  harp  giving  forth  a  plaintive  strain.  AHAB 
turns  and  makes  an  impatient  gesture  with  his  hand. 

AHAB.  Cease,  boy.  Thy  music  makes  my  soul  to  overflow 
which  now  is  full  with  longing.  Come  here  and  look.  Didst  ever 
see  such  fig  trees?  The  shade  beneath  is  black  and  cool  as  night. 
Each  trunk  is  like  a  pillar  made  of  stone  uprearing  high  its  canopy 
of  leaves  from  which  the  fruit  hangs  tempting  all  who  pass.  Look 
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at  the  vineyard.  See  how  those  purple  clusters  bend  the  vines, 
trying  to  kiss  the  soil  from  which  they  came.  There  hang  the 
golden  apricots;  those  apples  which  seem  dipped  in  the  sun's 
dying  flame.  Dost  breathe  their  fragrance?  Every  little  breeze 
doth  steal  their  perfume,  bearing  it  in  homage  to  me,  the  king! 
Oh,  Jonas,  dost  thou  too  not  long  to  taste  their  sweetness?  Why 
art  thou  silent? 

JONAS.  [Comes  to  window  at  king's  bidding.  Speaks  indiffer- 
ently.] King  Ahab,  'tis  indeed  a  vineyard  fair.  Mine  eyes  have 
feasted  often  on  its  beauty.  At  sunset,  when  long  rays  of  gold  lie 
on  the  grass,  it  is  most  wonderful. 

AHAB.  It  is  to  other  gardens  as  the  fairest  oasis  is  to  the  burn- 
ing sands  of  Libya.  Hark  to  the  tinkle  of  the  crystal  brook  that 
winds  among  the  camphire  and  the  citron  trees.  It  would  be 
peace  to  rest  beneath  the  shade  of  olive  and  of  myrtle,  with  the 
breath  of  lilies  in  my  nostrils. 

JONAS.  I  often  think  how  well  King  Omri  built,  close  to  so  fair 
a  spot.  We  can  enjoy  its  delicate  perfumes,  its  softly  shaded 
greens,  its  rushing  brook,  almost  as  well  as  he  who  dwells  within 
its  precincts. 

AHAB.  Nay,  for  me  'tis  not  enough.  It  must  be  all  mine  own. 
I  must  hold  court  beneath  those  giant  figs.  Only  a  king  should 
drink  wine  from  such  vines.  The  queen  should  wear  those  lilies 
in  her  hair.  Her  rosy  feet  shall  dabble  in  that  brook.  I  would 
enclose  it  in  my  palace  walls,  that  no  temptation  might  assail  the 
passer-by,  to  pluck  those  fruits  meant  only  for  the  king. 

JONAS.  To  whom  belongs  the  vineyard,  mighty  Ahab? 

AHAB.  A  certain  Jezreelite  named  Naboth  holds  it  from  his 
forefathers.  But  this  moment  goes  Obadiah  to  him  to  bargain  for 
the  land.  Within  the  hour  I  trust  it  will  be  mine. 

JONAS.  So  this  is  Naboth 's  vineyard? 

AHAB.  Yes,  and  why  not?  Why  dost  thou  look  so  strange? 
Dost  know  the  man? 

JONAS.  I  have  never  seen  him,  but  I  have  heard  my  mother 
often  speak  of  Leah,  his  wife.  She  too  was  in  her  youth  of 
Zarephath  in  Zidon  where  I  lived.  My  mother  knew  her  well 
when  both  were  young. 

AHAB.  But  what  of  Naboth?  Knowest  thou  aught  of  him?  So 
long  have  I  been  at  the  war  I  know  little  of  my  subjects. 
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JONAS.  I  know  he  is  a  follower  of  the  great  prophet,  that  holy 
man  Elijah,  and  worships  as  he  doth,  Jehovah,  God  of  Israel. 

AHAB.  A  follower  of  Elijah!  Of  my  arch-enemy!  It  bodes  no 
good  that  he  is  in  my  path.  Such  cursed  fate!  [Enter  OBADIAH 
by  door  at  left.  He  is  dressed  in  a  rich  tunic  of  dull  red.  He 
is  older  than  AHAB.  A  serious  man.]  What  news,  O  Obadiah? 
Is  the  vineyard  mine? 

OBADIAH.  [Shaking  his  head,  after  bowing  low  before  the  king.] 
He  will  not  let  a  cubit  go,  my  lord.  He  says  it  is  the  vineyard 
of  his  fathers  and  must  in  turn  descend  unto  his  children,  and 
their  children's  children. 

AHAB.  Thou  didst  not  tell  him  who  would  have  the  land? 
X  OBADIAH.  Even  as  thou  commandedst  I  did  say  that  I  would 
wish  to  own  that  pleasant  place. 

AHAB.  Thou  offeredst  him  another  vineyard  or  its  worth  in  gold 
or  silver? 

OBADIAH.  I  offered  him  the  price  thou  saidst  and  more.  It 
would  not  move  him.  He  seemed  to  care  for  nothing  in  the 
world  but  his  small  plot  of  ground.  I  cannot  understand  the 
man. 

AHAB.  Perchance  if  he  had  known  it  was  the  king  would  have 
the  garden  he  would  let  it  go.  No  man  refuses  to  sell  unto  the 
king;  but  he  must  pay  a  kingly  price.  'Twas  for  that  reason  I 
bade  thee  keep  silent  that  it  was  Ahab  who  desired  the  land,  lest 
so  covetous  would  this  Jezreelite  become,  the  royal  treasury 
would  not  hold  the  gold  he  should  demand.  But  there's  no 
other  way.  I  must  have  speech  with  him.  Bid  Naboth  come 
before  me. 

OBADIAH.  [Bowing  low.]  Thy  servant  obeys.  Naboth  shall 
come  at  once.  [Exits.] 

AHAB.  [Thoughtfully.]  Thou  sayest  he  follows  Elijah?  I  wish 
it  were  not  so.  The  business  would  be  easier,  [A  pause,  in  which 
the  king  paces  up  and  down.]  Elijah,  always  Elijah!  He  stirs 
my  people  up  to  hate  me  and  my  rule.  He  slew  our  priests.  His 
god  seems  ever  mightier  than  Baal.  And  yet  why  do  I  fear  him? 
What  is  one  man  against  Samaria?  I  am  the  king  in  Israel. 
Whence  is  the  power  of  this  Elijah?  Jonas,  thou  earnest  to  serve 
me  with  thy  dulcet  harp  at  Obadiah's  instance.  I  know  that 
Obadiah,  though  my  faithful  server,  worships  not  Baal,  and  bears 
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no  hatred  to  this  prophet,  mine  enemy.    Perchance,  thou  too  dost 
know  Elijah? 

JONAS.  Yea,  O  king,  I  knew  him  once 

AHAB.  [Interrupting.]  Then  tell  me,  for  a  youth  oft  sees  more 
than  men  of  gray  beard  and  of  wisdom  old  whose  eyes  are 
blinded  with  their  many  years;  where  gets  this  enemy  of  mine 
his  power  and  strength,  for  he  is  old  and  bowed  with  many  days, 
and  strife  and  poverty,  yet  so  far,  I,  with  all  my  youth  and 
strength,  cannot  prevail  against  him. 

JONAS.  Oh,  Ahab,  my  lord,  since  thou  dost  graciously  permit 
me  to  speak  out  and  tell  the  things  I  know,  I'll  tell  his  source  of 
power.  'Tis  from  his  God,  from  Jehovah,  the  great  God  of 
Israel.  Though  now  His  followers  are  few  and  weak,  though  men 
of  Baal  overrun  the  land,  though  the  fires  burn  bright  upon  the 
altars  of  Astarte,  Elijah  says  Jehovah  doth  but  wait.  He  says 

He  will  prevail 

[JEZEBEL  appears  in  the  corridor.  She  is  dressed  in  a  rich 
robe  of  scarlet.  From  her  head  floats  a  veil  of  white  and 
gold.  She  carries  a  casket  in  her  hands.  She  enters  as 
AHAB  interrupts  JONAS  with: 

AHAB.  Sh!  The  queen!  [He  goes  forward  to  meet  her.  It  is 
evident  he  loves  yet  fears  her.  She  is  the  real  ruler,  though  she 
is  small  and  seems  always  to  defer  to  the  king,  but  there  is  a  con- 
sciousness of  power  in  her  every  tone  and  gesture.  Her  maidens 
are  seen  waiting  without  the  door.]  My  Jezebel!  How  beautiful 
thou  art!  The  sunshine  comes  with  thee.  Where  goest  thou? 

JEZEBEL.  I  go  to  offer  incense  to  Astarte,  and  come  to  beg  thy 
company,  my  lord.  Wilt  join  me  at  the  goddess'  sacred  shrine? 

AHAB.  Gladly  would  I  go  wherever  thou  dost  lead,  but  I  wait 
here  for  Naboth. 

JEZEBEL.  For  Naboth?  Who  is  this  Naboth  who  can  keep 
Ahab  from  his  devotions  and  his  loving  queen? 

AHAB.  He  shall  not  keep  me  long.  I'll  join  thee  ere  the  smoke 
from  thy  sweet  offering  hath  vanished  in  the  air.  Naboth  is  the 
man  who  owns  that  vineyard,  that  wondrous  garden  for  which 
thou  knowest  I  thirst.  Come,  Jezebel  [drawing  her  to  the  win- 
dow] ,  see  how  it  looks  to-day  all  in  the  shimmering  light  of  after- 
noon. My  feet  cry  out  to  walk  beneath  that  shade  of  juniper  and 
cypress.  The  fever  of  my  brow  will  not  abate  till  it  is  plunged 
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beneath  those  crystal  waves.  Oh,  Jezebel,  it  must  be  mine!  In 
it  together  we'll  have  much  delight.  I'll  have  it  though  it  takes 
a  silver  talent. 

JEZEBEL.  [Smiling  as  though  at  a  child.]  Art  them  still  moon- 
ing o'er  a  few  green  trees,  and  sighing  for  a  noisy  little  brook? 
Reach  out  thy  hand  and  take  it,  oh,  my  Ahab.  Is  it  not  of 
Samaria,  and  art  thou  not  Samaria's  king?  Why  talk'st  thou  so 
of  bargains  like  any  peddler  or  poor  merchant  in  the  great  market 
place? 

AHAB.  Thou  dost  not  understand.  Naboth  is  an  upright  man. 
The  law  is  on  his  side.  I  would  not  dare  to  take  his  land.  Ju- 
dea's  people  would  not  let  even  their  king  take  from  a  just  man 
that  which  is  his  own.  Besides,  I  learn  but  now,  he  follows  after 
Elijah,  that  enemy  of  mine  who  hath  so  often  cast  his  shadow 
across  our  sunny  path. 

JEZEBEL.  [Her  face  darkens  at  ELIJAH'S  name.]  A  thousand 
curses  fall  upon  his  head.  I  shall  not  rest  until  he  is  undone. 
A  cry  goes  always  up  from  Baal's  altars  for  the  priests  that  he 
hath  slain.  Their  blood  cries  out  for  vengeance.  Elijah!  Who 
flaunts  his  vaunted  god  before  the  very  temples  of  Baal  and 
Astarte!  So  Naboth  is  a  follower  of  this  Tishbite?  Then  let  him 
give  to  Ahab  what  he  would,  with  little  chaffering  and  little  price 
or  let  him  feel  the  wrath  of  Jezebel.  Thou  art  too  soft,  my  Ahab. 
A  rod  of  iron  wins  more  than  doth  a  fan  of  feathers. 

AHAB.  [In  admiration.]  Thy  woman's  beauty  masks  a  manly 
soul.  But  be  at  peace.  I  think  the  Tishbite  comes  not  often  so 
near  Samaria.  He  loves  not  Jezreel  and  the  place  of  kings.  To- 
gether we'll  prevail  over  all  enemies,  even  this  haughty  prophet. 
Have  no  fear.  Naboth  will  sell  to  me  my  soul's  desire.  I  know 
these  men  of  Israel.  Jehovah  is  their  god,  but  gold's  his  throne. 

JEZEBEL.  [Caressingly.]  Well,  do  thy  way.  'Twould  be  too 
soft  for  me.  I  like  to  go  straight  for  the  thing  I  want,  crushing 
or  overmounting  all  that  stands  between.  I  bargain  with  no  man, 
but  I  wish  thee  well  with  thy  slow  chaffering.  When  I  have  made 
my  offering  I'll  return,  and  we  will  go  together  to  inspect  thy  new 
possession. 

AHAB.  If  I  find  the  time  should  wax  too  long  to  overtake  thee 
at  the  temple,  I'll  await  thee  here.  Then  to  the  vineyard.  It 
would  not  be  so  fair  if  Jezebel  did  not  walk  there  by  my  side. 
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JEZEBEL.  [Moving  toward  the  door.}  Farewell,  my  king. 

AHAB.  Farewell,  awhile,  my  queen. 

[She  exits  down  the  corridor  followed  by  her  maids,  and 
AHAB  stands  watching  her  for  a  moment.  Then  he  turns 
and  paces  up  and  down,  going  at  last  again  to  the  window. 
JONAS,  who  has  been  standing  in  the  back  during  the  visit 
of  the  queen,  has  again  sunk  to  his  seat  of  cushions  and 
is  idly  running  his  fingers  over  the  harp.  AHAB  turns  to 
him. 

Hardly  can  I  wait  to  make  it  all  mine  own.  Never  have  I 
yearned  for  anything  as  for  that  garden  yonder. 

JONAS.  -Oh,  Ahab,  all  things  before  have  fallen  in  thy  lap  at 
thy  mere  wish.  Men  say  the  highest  fruit  is  always  sweetest. 
Perchance  Naboth's  reluctance  to  part  with  what  is  his,  will  but 
enhance  thy  pleasure  in  possession,  if  he  relents,  and  it  becomes 
thine  own. 

AHAB.  If  it  becomes  mine  own?  Were  those  thy  words?  Thou 
canst  not  dream  he  would  refuse  the  king!  It  is  an  honor  that  I 
do  to  him  and  all  his  kin  by  wanting  what  is  his.  Thou  art  a 
croaking  raven,  boy.  [He  turns  again  and  gazes  out,  then  turns 
and  summons  JONAS.]  Come  hither,  Jonas.  Didst  ever  see  such 
fig  trees?  The  pomegranates  hang  like  balls  of  solid  blood.  The 
grapes — ah,  Naboth  sent  me  a  basket  on  my  return  from  war. 
Each  grape  was  like  a  sack  of  spicy  honey.  It  was  his  offering 
which  made  me  first  desire  the  fertile  spot  where  such  things 
grew.  See,  yonder  where  the  bay  trees  show  so  green?  There 
runs  the  brook  that  tinkles  as  the  bells  on  Aaron's  robe.  There, 
'neath  the  shade,  along  its  course,  I'll  make  my  pleasure  walk. 
In  that  far  corner  close  to  the  giant  figs,  I'll  build  a  little  shrine 
to  Baal 

JONAS.  But  the  house  yonder,  where  Naboth  and  his  wife  and 
children  dwell,  what  will  the  king  with  that? 

AHAB.  That  rubbish  heap!  It  shall  be  razed,  and  on  the  site 
I'll  build  a  summer  house  lofty  and  open  to  the  cooling  wind. 
Around  it  I  shall  plant  sweet  smelling  flowers,  the  lily,  and  the 
camphire,  and  the  rose.  There,  where  those  cedars  stand,  I'll 
plant  a  garden  of  herbs,  cooling  and  green,  lettuce  and  mint, 
endive,  and  chicory.  I'll  try  new  seeds  from  the  Far  East,  even 
from  the  Ind  itself 
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[OBADIAH  enters  and  prostrates  himself. 
OBADIAH.  Naboth  is  come,  O  king. 

[AHAB  goes  to  bench  in  center,  and  JONAS  "wraps  the  royal 
robe  about  him.    He  goes  to  the  throne,  and,  mounting  it, 
takes  up  the  scepter.    He  motions  JONAS  to  sit  near  him 
on  the  steps. 
AHAB.  Bring  Naboth  here  and  set  him  before  my  face. 

[OBADIAH  goes  to  the  door,  returning  immediately  with  NA- 
BOTH, who  prostrates  himself  before  AHAB.  He  is  a  man 
in  early  youth,  dressed  in  a  simple  flowing  robe.  His  bear- 
ing is  that  of  humble  dignity. 

Arise,  O  Naboth.  Hast  Obadiah  told  thee  what  I  would 
have? 

NABOTH.  Obadiah  did  but  say,  that  Ahab,  the  king,  would 
speak  with  me. 

AHAB.  'Twas  well  done.  This  is  the  matter.  Naboth,  'tis  I, 
the  king,  who  would  possess  thy  vineyard.  It  is  near  my  palace, 
and  I  would  have  it  for  a  garden  of  fair  herbs  and  flowers.  I'll 
make  of  it  a  park  and  pleasant  place  where  I  may  walk  even 
when  the  sun  is  high.  And  in  exchange  I'll  give  to  thee  another 
vineyard.  One  of  goodly  dimensions  lies  upon  the  Zidon  road. 
It  shall  be  thine  if  so  it  pleaseth  thee.  Or  I  will  give  thee  gold. 
[AHAB  draws  a  purse  from  his  girdle  as  he  speaks.}  Ten  golden 
shekels  in  a  silken  purse.  Which  shall  it  be? 

NABOTH.  Oh,  Ahab,  live  forever!  Thou  dost  know  I  am  an 
upright  man.  I  am  not  rich,  but  every  penny  which  I  owe  I  pay. 
The  Lord  forbid  that  I  should  give  to  thee  my  heritage  from  my 
forefathers.  The  Lord  hath  said,  in  ancient  Levite  times,  we 
should  not  sell  our  land  except  in  poverty,  and  then  but  so  we 
may  again  redeem  the  same.  It  is  the  Lord's.  We  are  but 
strangers  and  sojourners  on  the  soil.  This  land  came  from  my 
fathers.  I  must  in  turn,  when  I  shall  lie  with  them,  leave  it  unto 
my  children. 

AHAB.  Yea,  but  some  other  land  will  do  as  well.  The  vineyard 
which  I  offer  is  greater  in  extent  than  this  thou  boldest.  Or  take 
the  gold  and  buy  ground  where  thou  wilt.  I  will  add  to  this 
purse  ten  shekels  more;  shekels  of  gold,  which  should  suffice  thy 
offspring. 

NABOTH.  King  Ahab,  keep  thy  gold.     It  can  buy  skins,  or 
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precious  stuffs,  or  rocks,  or  earth,  or  trees,  or  limpid  streams,  but 
when  thou  askst  that  I  should  give  my  home,  the  home  of  those 
who  bore  me,  the  land  on  which  they  lived,  and  toiled,  and  died, 
thou  askst  for  that  beyond  the  price  of  gold.  [He  backs  away 
from  the  throne  so  he  can  look  out  of  the  window,  then,  pointing, 
proceeds.}  I  was  born  in  that  house,  so  was  my  sire,  his  grand- 
sire  built  it,  and  his  sire  again  planted  those  fig  trees  under  which 
it  stands.  Each  shrub,  each  vine,  each  tree  was  sown  in  love  and 
hope  because  it  was  for  all  our  line.  Can  any  other  vineyard 
show  a  tree  which  my  great-grandsire  planted  with  his  hands,  and 
watched  and  tended  when  it  was  a  twig?  So  did  he  by  that 
almond  blooming  there,  a  snow  cloud  resting  on  a  slender  stalk. 
Can  gold  buy  that?  My  father  pruned  that  vineyard  for  my  son 
and  for  his  son.  Could  that  be  true  of  any  other  grove?  Nay 
more,  for  when  the  work  they  did  so  well,  was  done,  they  rest 
at  last  beneath  the  very  soil  that  they  so  loved  and  tended.  In 
that  far  corner,  by  the  cypress  trees,  their  forms  were  laid. 
Think  you  in  all  your  treasury  is  gold  enough  to  buy  the  earth 
within  whose  bosom  rests  my  grandsire's  bones?  No,  no,  King 
Ahab! 

AHAB.  Naboth,  have  a  care!  I  am  not  a  patient  man.  The 
law  of  Israel's  god  is  not  my  law.  The  priests  of  Baal  say  that 
that  which  a  king  craves  is  his  in  that  same  moment.  I  have  par- 
leyed thus  in  deference  to  the  former  ancient  times.  But  tempt 
me  not  too  far! 

NABOTH.  I  am  an  Israelite.  I  know  our  God  hath  turned  away 
His  face,  but  Elijah  saith  it  is  but  for  a  while.  He  will  not 
always  wait.  He  hath  not  forgot  His  people,  those  loyal  ones  who 
keep  His  laws  and  still  walk  in  His  ways. 

AHAB.  [With  impatience.]  I  will  not  hear  of  this  Elijah.  He  is 
mine  enemy,  always  in  my  path.  What  should  I  do  with  him 
or  he  with  me  that  thou  repeatst  his  words  before  mine  ears? 
Baal  is  lord.  Be  heedful  of  his  wrath,  thou  stiff-necked  man. 
For  the  last  time  I  make  my  offer.  I'll  give  thee  fifty  shekels— 
of  gold,  remember.  Why,  this  whole  hill  of  Shemer  cost  my  great 
father  Omri  two  silver  talents!  Wouldst  weigh  thy  paltry  acres 
with  such  as  this?  [As  NABOTH  still  stands  silent,  AHAB  says:] 
Oh,  name  thine  own  price,  thou  bartering  son  of  evil.  For  come 
what  may,  the  vineyard  shall  be  mine. 
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NABOTH.  Oh,  Ahab,  thou  hast  this  hill,  this  lofty  palace;  thy 
treasury  is  full  of  gold  and  silver;  all  Samaria,  nay,  all  Israel 
bows  down  beneath  thy  rule;  thou  art  the  king.  I  have  but  yonder 
plot  of  fertile  ground.  Do  what  thou  wilt  with  all  thy  royal 
wealth.  My  land  is  for  my  children.  For  them  it  holds  much 
more  than  trees  and  brook,  than  vines  and  dwelling.  It  is  filled 
with  memories  of  untold  sweetness.  With  love  and  toil  their  fore- 
fathers have  hallowed  it,  and  should  the  Lord  send  hail,  or  burn- 
ing wind,  and  destroy  every  blade,  each  lofty  tree,  the  memories 
would  flourish  as  before.  And  as  my  children  in  their  turn  do 
labor  there,  those  memories  still  lingering  in  the  ground  will  make 
their  hardest  task  lighter  and  make  them  smile  as  they  remem- 
ber the  love  of  their  forefathers.  Ahab,  put  by  thy  gold.  My 
land  is  not  for  sale. 

AHAB.  [Rising  in  wrath.]  May  Baal  curse  thee,  and  all  those 
that  help  thee  cross  my  will!  Go,  in  thy  stubbornness,  but  be- 
ware the  vengeance  of  the  king.  Ahab's  requests  are  not  thus 
lightly  scorned. 

[NABOTH  bows,  wraps  his  cloak  about  htm  and  goes  out. 
OBADIAH  looks  at  the  king  and,  receiving  a  gesture  of  dis- 
missal, follows  NABOTH.  When  they  have  departed,  AHAB 
lays  his  scepter  in  the  seat  beside  him.  His  royal  cloak 
slips  listlessly  from  his  shoulders,  as  his  chin  sinks  into  his 
hand  in  an  attitude  of  dejection.  JONAS  stands  and 
watches  him  with  pity.  After  a  moment,  during  which 
AHAB'S  face  depicts  despair  and  indecision,  he  rises  and 
begins  to  pace  the  floor.  He  finally  halts  at  the  great 
pillared  window.  He  turns  and  speaks  half  to  himself  and 
half  to  JONAS. 

AHAB.  I  would  that  I  dared  crush  the  man!  But  I  seem  to  see 
Elijah's  hand  in  this,  always  Elijah,  mine  arch  enemy.  And  I'm 
afeared.  I  the  king,  who  never  feared  before,  do  fear  this  man! 
His  counsel  keeps  the  people  upright,  and  'tis  Naboth's  goodness 
that  stands  before  my  way.  He  hath  said  it.  He  is  an  upright 
Israelite.  Should  I  attempt  to  take  his  land  by  force,  the  anger 
of  the  people  would  be  roused.  And  righteous  anger  of  a  patient 
folk  is  not  quelled  in  an  hour.  Were  he  a  blasphemer,  or  evil 
liver,  the  thing  were  done  with  ease.  [Again  he  looks  across  at 
the  vineyard,  then  with  a  gesture  of  despair,  he  turns  away,  put' 
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ting  his  arm  before  his  face.]  I  cannot  live  and  look  on  it  and 
know  it  is  not  mine! 

[fle  sinks  on  the  bench,  and  buries  his  face  in  his  hands. 
His  crown  slips  from  his  brow  and  falls  to  the  floor. 
JONAS  picks  it  up  and  places  it  on  the  bench  beside  the 
king.  JEZEBEL  comes  down  the  corridor.  This  time  her 
maidens  are  not  with  her.  JONAS  goes  toward  the  back  as 
before  when  she  enters.  She  is  radiant  and  enters  talking. 

JEZEBEL.  Come,  Ahab,  I  wait  thy  bidding  to  walk  beneath  yon 

camphire  trees  which  must  have  cost  thee  dear [She  stops 

&nd  then  hurries  toward  him,  struck  by  his  attitude  of  grief.] 
What  aileth  thee?  Why  is  thy  spirit  sad?  Is  Ahab  ill?  Look  up 
and  tell  me  quickly. 

AHAB.  [Slowly  raising  his  head.  He  speaks  with  a  mixture  of 
anger  and  despair.]  I'm  sick  at  heart  for  what  I  cannot  have.  I 
spake  to  Naboth;  offered  him  much  gold;  offered  him  another 
vineyard  larger  than  what  he  hath.  The  Jezreelite,  haughty  and 
upright,  answered  me  in  scorn  and  said  he  would  not  give  the  king 
his  land — no,  not  for  any  price.  And  I  must  have  it!  I  cannot 
sleep  for  thinking  of  the  shade  beneath  those  trees.  The  brook 
runs  always  singing  in  mine  ears.  To  see  it  always  from  that 
window  broad  is  torture.  I  must  have  it  or  I  die  of  madness! 

JEZEBEL.  [Pauses  a  moment,  looking  at  him  in  scorn.]  Art  thou 
the  king  in  Israel  or  not?  Say,  who  doth  govern  in  Samaria? 
Is  it  Ahab,  the  son  of  Omri,  or  a  shadow  which  doth  but  wear  the 
trappings  of  a  king  but  wields  no  power !  Why  didst  thou  haggle 
with  this  Jezreelite?  Take  thou  the  vineyard,  and  for  every  tear 
which  thou  hast  shed  over  this  business  I  would  take  toll  of 
blood,  drawn  with  the  lash. 

AHAB.  Ah,  Jezebel,  thou  dost  not  understand.  Should  I  at- 
tempt that  thing  the  people  would  rise  up,  and  no  man  knows 
where  their  revenge  would  end.  No  one  can  set  the  bounds  when 
the  just  anger  of  a  patient  people  is  once  let  loose.  Naboth  is 
clothed  and  armed  in  righteousness.  Nay,  more  than  that.  Elijah 
is  behind  him.  He  will  not  suffer  this  man  to  be  unjustly  dis- 
possessed. And  he  is  mighty.  Remember  Baal's  priests  who  are 
no  more.  He  stops  at  nothing. 

JEZEBEL.  Thou  art  always  craven  before  this  Elijah!     I  fear, 
him  not.    Because  he  balked  us  once  shall  he  stand  always  before. 
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our  path?  [Pauses  a  moment  in  thought,  then  her  face  lights  as 
with  a  sudden  idea.]  It  is  the  goodness  of  this  Jezreelite  which  is 
his  armor,  so  thou  saidst?  I'll  forge  a  spear  shall  pierce  that  cov- 
ering. Arise,  and  eat  some  bread  and  drink  thy  wine.  Jonas, 
fetch  food  and  drink.  His  favorite  wine  and  bread  such  as  he 
loves.  [JONAS  exits  door,  right.]  Be  merry!  Jezebel  hath  not 
forgot  she  is  the  daughter  of  a  mighty  king.  The  blood  of  Ethbal 
is  no  coward  stream  that  flows  within  her  veins.  What  she  would 
have  she  takes.  She  does  not  sit  and  weep  for  what  she  wants 
but  snatches  it  even  from  Elijah's  hand.  Look  up  and  smile.  Lo, 
I  will  give  to  thee  the  vineyard  of  Naboth,  the  Jezreelite! 

[She  exits  swiftly  at  door,  left  back,  where  she  entered. 

JONAS  returns,  bearing  a  flagon  and  goblet  on  a  salver, 

also  a  dish  of  bread  and  fruit.    He  places  it  on  the  bench 

near  the  king.    AHAB  has  risen  at  JEZEBEL'S  last  words  as 

though  he  would  inquire  what  she  meant,  but  as  she  exits 

he  sinks  down  again,  listlessly,  on  the  bench.    It  is  evident 

he  has  no  confidence  in  her  ability  to  fulfill  her  promise. 

JONAS.  Here  is  thy  favorite  wine  from  Syria.    Eat  and  drink, 

my  lord.    Look  up.    Be  not  so  sad.    What  matters  it  if  that  fair 

garden  be  not  thine  own?    Thou  still  canst  see  its  beauties.    It  is 

no  less  lovely  because  thou  canst  not  say,  "The  land  is  mine!" 

AHAB.  Oh,  boy,  thou  dost  not  understand.  There  must  have 
been  so  many  things  thy  life  hath  lacked,  thou  canst  not  under- 
stand what  one  great  wish,  one  great  desire,  yet  unfulfilled,  can 
mean. 

JONAS.  Ahab,  indeed  I  comprehend  too  well  a  great  desire,  but 
not  for  earth,  or  stones,  or  trees,  or  herbs.  I  long  for  nothing 
greatly  in  this  world. 

AHAB.  [Interested.]  Thou  sayst  thou  longst  for  nothing  in 
this  world?  Thou,  a  poor  boy,  a  widow's  son  with  neither  goods 
nor  gear  of  any  kind.  Thou  speakst  in  jest,  hoping  in  merry 
way  to  brighten  up  mine  eyes  now  dim  with  tears. 

JONAS.  Nay,  my  lord,  I  jest  not.  He  who  hath  seen  what  I 
have  seen  can  long  for  nothing  which  this  world  can  give. 

AHAB.  Thou  speakst  like  a  man  of  ancient  days,  yet  seventeen 
years  must  be  thy  sum  of  life.  What  hast  thou  seen,  what  can  a 
youth  have  seen,  that  makes  him  so  contented;  with  no  desire 
for  this  world's  goods? 
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JONAS.  Tis  a  strange  tale.    Will  it  please  the  king  to  hear? 

B.  The  stranger  'tis,  the  better.  It  will  help  to  pass  the 
time  till  Jezebel  returns.  I  dread  to  hear  her  news,  for  how  can 
she  succeed  where  I  have  failed!  Speak  on! 

JONAS.  [Draws  his  cushion  near  the  bench  on  which  AHAB  sits 
and  begins  his  story.]  In  Zarephath,  in  Zidon,  was  I  born,  and 
there  I  dwelt  till  I  came  here  to  thee.  My  father's  face  I  think  I 
never  saw.  My  childish  eyes  remember  but  my  mother,  a  widow, 
very  poor,  who  day  by  day  knew  hardly  where  to  turn  to  earn 
our  bread.  She  was  devout  and  worshiped  the  true  God  in  secret, 
for  the  Zidon  men  love  not  Jehovah's  followers. 

AHAB.  Nor  do  I.  His  very  name  doth  jangle  in  my  ears.  [A 
pause.]  Well,  well,  speak  on! 

JONAS.  'Tis  in  the  tale.    Shall  I  desist? 

AHAB.  [Impatiently.]  No,  no.  Say  on!  I  will  hear  all  the 
tale. 

JONAS.  Once,  when  my  mother  gathered  sticks  to  make  a  fire  on 
which  to  bake  a  cake,  the  last,  alas,  that  we  could  ever  have,  for 
but  a  handful  still  remained  of  meal  within  the  barrel,  Elijah, 
prophet  of  the  most  high  God,  came  by.  [AHAB  frowns  at  the 
mention  of  ELIJAH,  but  JONAS  does  not  see.}  He  asked  for  food 
and  drink.  My  mother  said,  "I  have  but  one  small  handful  left 
of  meal,  and  little  oil.  I  gather  sticks  to  bake  of  it  a  cake  whereof 
my  son  and  I  may  eat  before  we  die,  for  as  the  Lord  liveth  I  know 
not  where  more  may  be  had." 

Then  made  he  answer,  "Bring  me  water  first,  then  bake  thy 
cake,  but  bring  it  me  to  eat,  for  I  am  hungered  sore.  When  that 
is  done,  bake  yet  another  for  thy  child  and  thee."  And  when  he 
saw  the  question  in  her  eyes  how  she  could  bake  two  cakes,  when 
there  was  oil  and  meal  for  but  the  one,  he  spake  again. 

"  Do  as  I  bid  thee  and  fear  not.  Thus  saith  the  Lord,  the  God 
of  Israel.  The  barrel  of  meal  shall  not  waste,  nor  the  cruse  of  oil 
fail  until  rain  come." 

In  fear  my  mother  went.  I  see  the  marvel  in  thine  eyes,  O  king, 
but  thus  it  came  to  pass.  Each  day  my  mother  went  to  bake  a 
cake,  a  cake  for  all  the  three,  and  every  time  the  meal  was  in  the 
barrel  just  as  at  first,  and  from  the  cruse  came  oil  enough  for  all. 
And  we  did  eat  with  famine  in  the  land,  and  we  did  feed  the 
traveler  who  came  to  ask  for  food  and  shelter  at  our  door. 
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AHAB.  And  so  because  Elijah  did  this  thing,  a  simple  thing,  for 
without  doubt  he  had  a  store  of  meal  from  which  each  day  he 
filled  thy  mother's  barrel,  because  of  this  trick,  with  oil  and  meal, 
thou  hast  been  ever  after  well  content  and  pleased  with  thy  mean 
poverty? 

JONAS.  Not  so,  O  Ahab.  There  is  more  to  follow.  I  was  but 
a  child,  nine  years  of  age,  and  I  fell  ill.  I  had  a  chill  followed  by 
burning  fever.  Many  days  my  mother  tended  me  without  avail. 
My  breath  departed  from  me.  I  was  dead. 

AHAB.  Dead,  thou  sayst?  And  yet  thou  art  alive.  Ah,  now  I 
know  thou  jesteth,  boy;  such  things  cannot  be. 

JONAS.  I  said  the  tale  was  strange.  Elijah  found  my  mother 
weeping.  She  cried,  "Oh,  man  of  God,  what  should  I  do  with  thee, 
thou  art  come  to  bring  my  sin  unto  remembrance  and  to  slay  my 
son!"  But  he  replied,  "Give  me  the  lad."  Then  in  his  arms  he 
took  my  lifeless  body.  To  his  own  room  he  bore  it,  and  laid  it 
on  the  bed,  and  breathed  on  it  and  prayed  to  God  to  send  my  spirit 
back.  And  it  was  so. 

AHAB.  [In  great  astonishment.]  Can  such  things  be?  No  won- 
der thou  believ'st  in  this  Elijah  who  gave  thee  back  thy  life. 

JONAS.  [Shaking  his  head.]  He  did  it  for  my  mother,  not  for 
me,  and  for  her  sake  I  am  content  to  stay.  But  in  that  little 
time  when  I  stood  in  the  spirit,  I  learned  that  nothing  but  the 
spirit  is  of  worth.  My  soul  is  so  full  of  its  own  desires,  I  almost 
forget  to  see  the  things  of  earth. 

AHAB.  [Suddenly.]  Thou  sayst  thy  spirit  stood  without  the 
flesh.  Tell  me,  what  is  it  like,  this  fleshless  life? 

My  tongue  is  made  of  flesh;  thine  ears  are  flesh.  The  words  I 
utter  are  a  rushing  wind.  I  have  no  means  to  bring  before  thy 
thought  the  things  I  knew  and  felt.  Flesh  cannot  utter,  cannot 
comprehend  the  bliss  of  the  free  soul.  I  only  know  I've  never 
been  the  same.  I  walk  about  the  gardens ;  feel  the  breeze ;  I  catch 
the  fragrance  of  the  lily  tall;  I  hear  the  music  of  the  birds;  I  see 
bright  gold,  and  know  it  is  as  nothing.  I  long  to  tell  the  world, 
but  I  am  dumb.  Sometimes  in  the  dusk,  when  I  am  playing  on 
the  harp,  I  strike  a  note,  a  quick  vibrating  string,  which  brings  a 
sudden  vision  to  my  soul  of  those  few  hours,  but  it  doth  pass  as 
breath  upon  a  mirror. 

Only  I  know  that  what  a  man  should  want,  should  covet  with 
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his  heart,  is  not  a  vineyard,  a  garden  which  will  pass  away  as 
dust  before  the  wind.  He  should  desire  those  gifts  of  soul  which 
cannot  die  nor  change.  I  wish  that  I  could  tell  thee  what  I  know. 
My  thoughts  are  as  a  bird  which  cannot  fly,  but  beats  its  bars  in 
vain. 

AHAB.  [Thoughtfully.]  The  gifts  of  soul?  This  poor  lad  wants 
nothing  that  I  have  and  doth  not  long  for  what  I  covet.  Has  he 
in  very  truth  stood  in  the  spirit  for  a  few  short  hours?  Yet  I  am 
sore  distressed,  while  he  is  happy  all  these  heavy  days.  What  is 
this  tale  which  he  hath  told  me? 

[A  sound  of  angry  voices  is  heard  without  in  the  distance. 
Sounds  of  strife.    A  woman's  cry.     The  shout  of  one  in 
peril.    AHAB  and  JONAS  rush  to  the  window. 
JONAS.  See,  there's  a  great  crowd  by  the  vineyard  of  the  Jez- 
reelite.    The  rabble  shouts.    They  stone  a  man! 

AHAB.  [Starts  forward.]  They  stone  a  man?    Art  sure? 
JONAS.  There,  thou  canst  see  the  stones.    It  must  be  some  evil 
doer.    Some  transgressor  of  the  law. 

AHAB.  A  transgressor  of  the  law  in  Naboth's  garden?  Can  it 
be  possible  that  Jezebel — but  no — she  could  not — he  is  a  righteous 
man. — Jezebel  will  soon  be  here  and  she  will  know.  Go,  Jonas.  I 
will  spare  thee  now  awhile. 

JONAS.  I  will  go  to  the  vineyard  and  there  learn  the  truth,  who 
the  man  was.  It  must  have  been  a  grievous  sin  that  men  should 
mete  his  death  out  to  him  with  such  haste.  Farewell  awhile,  O 
king!  I  will  return  and  bring  thee  word. 

[  JONAS  exits  and  AHAB  stands  in  troubled  thought.  He  turns 
from  the  window  and  looks  fearfully  toward  the  door  where 
he  expects  JEZEBEL  to  enter.  The  sounds  are  dying  away 
outside  gradually.  AHAB  glances  fearfully  toward  the  win- 
dow but  does  not  look  out  again.  JEZEBEL  enters.  She  is 
exultant,  and  comes  to  AHAB  with  a  smile  of  triumph  on  her 
lips  and  her  arms  outstretched. 

JEZEBEL.  Arise,  O  Ahab,  my  sweet  Lord,  and  take  the  vine- 
yard which  was  Naboth's. 

AHAB.  [Starts  back  in  terror.]  The  vineyard  which  was  Na- 
both's? Then  that  man  I  saw — the  man  they  stoned 

JEZEBEL.  Was  Naboth.  [She  picks  up  the  royal  robe  and 
throws  it  about  his  shoulders  and  places  the  scepter  in  his  hands 
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and  the  crown  on  his  head.  He  stands  as  though  petrified  with 
fear.]  Again  thou  art  the  king,  the  King  of  Israel,  and  that  which 
thou  desirest  is  thine  in  spite  of  Elijah  or  Jehovah.  Look  not 
so  fearful.  It  was  lawful.  No  man  can  deny  it.  Two  small 
purses  of  silver  was  all  it  cost.  A  purse  to  each  and  two  good 
men  of  Baal  did  swear  that  Naboth  did  blaspheme.  Their  wit- 
ness was  well  given  to  the  ears  of  many  righteous  men,  who  rose 
up  in  their  wrath  as  thou  hast  seen,  led  by  some  servants  of  mine, 
they  did  the  work.  And  Naboth's  body  lies  beneath  a  heap  of 
stones  as  is  the  way  with  evil  doers.  His  wife  and  children  have 
been  dispossessed.  His  land  awaits  thy  coming.  [She  leads  him 
toward  the  door.  The  look  of  fear  gradually  dies  from  his  face, 
but  there  is  no  light  of  pleasure  there.  JEZEBEL  seeing  he  is  still 
distressed,  they  pause  near  the  throne  and  she  tries  to  cajole  him.} 
Now,  Ahab,  now  thou  hast  thy  dream  at  last.  A  foolish  dream, 
but  thine.  Together  we  will  walk  beside  the  brook.  We'll  breathe 
the  cinnamon  arid  gather  figs,  black  figs  and  luscious.  Look  not 
so  troubled.  It  is  all  thine  own. 

AHAB.  [Slowly,   speaking   as   one   in   a   dream.}  But   Jonas 

said 

JEZEBEL.  Thou  wanderest  in  thy  thoughts.    Jonas!    What  hath 
he  to  do  with  thy  desire?    An  unknown  serving  lad  who  plays  the 

harp  and  runs  on  errands  for  the  king!    Come,  come 

[She  is  interrupted  by  a  noise  of  scuffling  and  hurrying  feet. 
Then  ELIJAH  fairly  bounds  into  the  room.  He  is  an  up- 
right, powerful  man,  this  prophet.  His  long,  gray  beard 
and  scanty  locks  show  age,  but  his  bearing  and  voice  ex- 
press no  diminution  of  vigor.  He  is  dressed  in  a  long  gray 
robe  of  coarse  material  and  carries  a  tall  heavy  staff.  He 
has  evidently  overcome  the  guards,  and  pauses  a  moment 
in  the  doorway  after  his  exertions,  then  catching  sight  of 
AHAB  and  JEZEBEL,  he  strides  toward  them.  They  back 
toward  the  throne  but  remain  standing  as  though  fascinated 
by  his  eye  as  a  bird  might  halt  at  the  glance  of  a  serpent. 
JONAS  follows  him  (ELIJAH)  in,  but  pauses  by  the  door 
near  the  curtain  as  ELIJAH  speaks. 

AHAB.  [Slowly,  and  as  though  expecting  his  doom.}  Hast  found 
me,  O  mine  enemy? 

ELIJAH.  I  have  found  thee.    I  have  found  thee  because  thou 
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hast  sold  thyself  and  done  what  is  evil  in  the  sight  of  the  Lord. 
Thou  covetous  one!  Thou  daredst  to  break  the  tenth  of  those 
commandments  given  to  Moses  by  God  himself;  and  by  that  sin 
thou  hast  prepared  thy  doom! 

This  upright  Israelite  had  but  two  poor  treasures,  his  land  and 
life,  and  thou  hast  taken  both,  and  in  exchange  thy  soul  is  taken 
and  all  thy  future  hope. 

Thus  saith  the  God  of  Israel,  I  will  utterly  sweep  thee  away, 
and  will  cut  off  from  Ahab  every  man  child,  and  I  will  make  thy 
house  like  the  house  of  Jeroboam,  the  son  of  Nebat,  and  like  the 
house  of  Baasha,  the  son  of  Ahijah,  for  the  provocation  wherewith 
thou  hast  provoked  me  to  anger.  Nay,  more.  Upon  that  very 
spot  where  now  the  dogs  lick  Naboth's  blood,  they  shall  lick  thine, 
thou  wicked  king!  [He  turns  to  JEZEBEL.] 

Thou  haughty  queen  of  evil,  thy  days  of  pride  are  numbered. 
By  the  high  rampart  of  Jezreel,  the  dogs  shall  feast  upon  thy 
painted  face.  They  shall  crunch  up  thy  bones  and  lick  thy  blood, 
till  there  be  nothing  left  to  taint  the  air.  And  still,  through  all 
the  ages  yet  to  come,  when  men  shall  see  a  woman  full  of  guile, 
evil  and  crafty,  with  no  spark  of  good,  they'll  call  her  by  thy  name 
and  say,  "She  is  a  painted  Jezebel!"  The  stench  of  thee  can 
never  pass  away! 

Go,  take  the  vineyard  thou  hast  dearly  bought.    And  when  thou 
walkst  beneath  the  cypress'  shade,  remember  there  no  son  of  thine 
will  walk,  and  when  in  that  clear  brook,  thou  seest  thy  face  re- 
flected, remember  that  thou  seest  a  feast  for  dogs ! 
The  Lord  Jehovah  saith,  "Thou  art  accursed!" 

[ELIJAH  turns  and  stalks  slowly  out.  JEZEBEL  has  sunk  into 
her  chair  of  the  throne  and  stares  stonily  in  front  of  her. 
AHAB,  as  ELIJAH  goes  out,  jails  sobbing  on  his  knees  with 
his  face  buried  in  the  seat  of  the  throne.  JONAS  stands 
aghast  for  a  moment,  then  steals  softly  out.  Curtain  slowly 
falls. 


THE  END 
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